﻿Hazel scratched her spotted head. She had a vague sense that something was wrong, but she couldn't quite place it. She found it hard to focus, was it always so hard to think? She thought she almost had it when an image of bouncing breasts on her television shattered her minuscule train of thought. "Hehe, Bewbies!" she declared cheerily. Soon she was back to what she'd been doing before, staring blankly at the TV, drooling on her fat tits as one hand stuffed potato chips into her slack mouth and the other was stuffed down the front of her shorts.


She hadn't always been like this. Once she'd been smart, the leader of her marketing team. She'd been a lithe, thin, even athletic cheetah. However, that was a month ago, and quite different from what she'd become. Now her body was plump and soft, a tanktop that once fit perfectly now strained to contain her mammoth breasts, her soft pudgy belly exposed. Elastic hotpants were bursting at the seams trying to fit around her thicc hips and ass. A once brilliant mind now found the directions of microwave dinners to be the absolute limit of her literacy. In another week she'd probably lose that. As it was she couldn't even follow the plots of the pornography that constantly played on her television, simply appreciating the colors and erotic images as she drooled on herself.


Her television, that's where it had all started. She'd bought it, hoping for a cheap deal, from some company called Dynamic Intelligence Machines, or DIM. That's when her life took a turn for the worse. Losing her job a week later, she'd had little to do all day but mope and watch TV to take her mind off her problems. It worked great and easily kept her distracted from her loss. She hardly thought about losing her job, or much of anything for that matter.


Sadly none of this occurs to Hazel. Instead, she lets out a loud moan as she finally cums. Adding to the growing stain between her legs on the couch. Without a thought in her head, she switches hands, reaching for her food with fingers coated in her own juices, hardly noticing as she tastes herself on the food she stuffs mindlessly into her face.


"Hazel?! What the hell?!" A buff tigress burst into the apartment and stared at Hazel in shock.


"Muh? Whozzis?" Hazel looked up at the tigress with dull eyes and not a hint of recognition.


"What? Hazel, it's me, Margot! What's wrong with you?" Margot tried to shake the pudgy cheetah on the couch, trying to pull her focus back to reality.


"Huh? Oh, hi Margot. TV?" Hazel pointed at the TV, drooling a bit.


"The TV? Haze who cares about the . . . ." Margot trailed off. Her eyes were drawn to the television and she found herself staring entranced by the flashing images of the television.


"Yah, TV. S'good. Gots bewbies." Hazel nodded slowly, staring at the porn on the screen rather than the impressive set on her friend Margot right next to her.


"Yeah . . . Wait, what was I sayin'?" Margot shook her head, trying to clear the cobwebs in her mind.


"Sit? Watch?" Hazel patted the couch next to her, eyes still glued to the TV.


"Uh . . . sure?" Margot's brow furrowed, but she found herself sitting on the couch as if on automatic. So easy to find herself lost in the activity of the television.


One month later . . . .


"Uh . . . Wha' Hazel wan'?" Margot stared at the two tv dinners in her paws with a dumb slack-jawed expression. She wasn't the buff muscular tigress anymore. The two girls looked more like a pair of chubby soft domestic cats if not for their fur patterning.


"Uh . . . Food?" Hazel blinked slowly, her eyes slightly crossed, barely focusing on the screen ahead of her. Her tits were covered in drool, her mind was empty of anything that wasn't broadcasting over the screen at her. Her spot on the couch was a cum soaked stained mess. Margot's spot beside her was visible from the divet and a similar cum stain.


"'kay . . . ." Margot shrugged and stared at the boxes a moment longer, a bit of drool dripping onto her large tits as she tried to boot her brain into gear, even trying to read the instructions. It was so hard!


She shuffled into the kitchenette with the two trays of TV dinner. She huffed, screwing up her face trying to figure out all the numbers. Finally, she managed to put it in the microwave and push, well, some buttons. She usually got it more right than Hazel did. But it was getting harder every day. She stared as the food went around in circles, tits pressed onto the counter as she drooled.


She was getting bored though and didn't want to walk to the TV again. So she reached down and started to finger herself. She wasn't exactly sure how long it'd been since she stopped wearing pants but it was nice and convenient.


She blinked in confusion when the microwave dinged at her. Her brow furrowed until she remembered the food! She eagerly reached in for the tv dinner and yelped at the sudden heat.


"Owwie!" Margot pouted and sucked on her finger pads that touched the hot tv dinner, the same ones that had been shoved inside her just a moment earlier. She dimly remembered she had to let it cool. She waited a minute before slipping the dinner out and reaching for the second one.


The cycle repeated step by step, struggling to figure out instructions, getting bored, fingering herself, burning her paw. She huffed, why did this have to be so complicated?!


"Uh, I gotz food!" Margot walked in with the two tv trays and sat down at her spot on the couch with a tiny 'oof.' She handed one tv dinner over to Hazel.


Hazel merely grunted in recognition when she finally felt the warm food brush against her tits. She pulled her paw from her cunt and grabbed the tv dinner tray. Inexpertly she started scooping up food with her hand, the one she'd had inside her, and started shoveling it into her face, not a bit of thought in the process besides absorbing what was on the TV.